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The Enemy

JOHN COYNE

The night the Phantoms struck for the final time in the
halls of Saint Philip College's freshman dormitory bringing
down the wrath of their resentment on the long suffering head
of Freddy Longshaw, Paul Darnell, second floor proctor, was
quietly and completely drunk at the nearby College Inn.
Since five o'clock that afternoon when, angered and frustrated, he had stormed from Father O'Donnell's room to seek
in the solitude of the bar a few hours of stolen freedom from
his responsibilities as dormitory proctor, Paul had come to the
sudden realization that his long sought after and applied
neutrality was slipping away from its moorings.
The cause of Paul's troubles was the bulky, sandy haired,
ex Army chaplain, Father Dan O'Donnell, freshman dormitory
director, and Paul's immediate and only superior. Father had
summoned Paul that afternoon, as soon as he heard about it, to
give an account of the latest outbreak on the second floor.
1
'Nothing at all to it, Father." Paul hurried to comment as
he settled uneasily into the chair opposite O'Donnell's desk.
"Just some of the boys acting up. They're excited you know
about Christmas vacation." He started a smile but faded it when
Father continued to sit brooding.
"You don't think tearing the picture of the Blessed Virgin
off Longshaw's door is anything to get excited about?" His
charging voice jumped at Paul.
"Yes, Father, but ... but under the circumstances I don't
feel the boys intended any disrespect." He selected his words
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carefully, skirted away from any commitment. It was going to
be another of those meetings. Father was out for blood.
"This is the fifth time isn't it?"
"Yes, Father, I believe so."
Paul knew damn well how many times it had happened.
Each time little Freddy, his face torn with anguish, had brought
him the evidence. "Do you see this," he would say extending
the fragments . "They did it again last night." And each time
with his understatement, his failure to condemn or demand
reprisal, he was blaming Paul for letting it happen, until now,
the fifth time, when he had by-passed him and carried the
remains, like a sick child, right to the top, to Father Dan. .
"I understand each incident is accompanied with a message:
'The Phantoms strike again.' Is that right?"
Paul shifted uncomfortably in the chair, crossed his long
legs. Father's unemotional voice bore down on him. It was
getting around to the Phantoms now. He ran his finger, a
nervous habit, along the brink of his large nose and answered
vaguely.
"Something like that, Father. I'm not sure.''
"You're not sure? Don't you patrol that floor?"
Paul struggled silently under the attack. Father was going
military again. There was nothing he could do. Perhaps the
worst would be a new set of regulations. Paul avoided Father's
face and glanced around the room. In the far corner a small
bunk bed was neatly made. His shoes were aligned at the foot,
all polished, shining for inspection. Over the bed next to a
crucifix was a large framed glossy picture of Father O'Donnell
standing with a formation of soldiers. Across the top of the
picture written in dark ink through a cloudless sky was the
inscription: 'To Fighting Father Dan O'Donnell ... Good Luck
... from your men of the 173rd.'
"I check the rooms at Lights Out, Father, but I don't go out
after that unless there's noise.''
Father shoved a cigar between his lips, worked it around
with his teeth to the right corner of his mouth, and lit it.
"They've got you mapped out, Darnell. You'll have to use
some diversified measures if we're going to catch them.'' He
leaned forward , dropped his elbows on the desk, and stared
at Paul. "We're in charge here and things are getting out of
hand."
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Paul's eyes bent under the pressure and glanced guiltily
away.
"Perhaps, Father," he began slowly. " If we eliminate the
cause ... "
"What cause?"
"It seems, Father, from what's happened and everything,
that the boys resent Fred's actions."
"What actions?"
Father dealt the questions out coldly, like cards.
"With regard to waking them for Mass on Sunday mornings."
"Do you find anything wrong with that, Paul? I think we
could use a little lay apostle work in this dorm, don't you?"
"Oh, yes, Father. It's just that the boys resent .. ."
"Discipline's the word. They resent the discipline. It's too
damn bad! They'll get plenty in the Army. You weren't in the
service, Paul? .. . that's right .. . something was wrong ... 4F?"
"Yes, Father, nervous tension."
"Well it doesn't matter. What I want you to know is that we
have to run a dormitory with discipline. There's no place for
trouble-makers. Now I want you to put a stop to all this midnight prowling."
Paul glanced up.
"But you always handle these matters, Father . .. "
"I know, but I think it would be best if we followed chainof-command in this situation." He released the cigar from his
mouth, held it out between his thick fingers, flipping ashes
carelessly into a tray.
Paul tightened under the announcement. He did not like
this at all. Until now everything had been fine. He had left
the boys alone and they hadn't bothered him, except for Longshaw, it had been a peaceful arrangement. Don't look for
trouble and it won't find you. It was a maxim he always followed.
"Get the names of those Phantoms, Darnell. We'll deal with
them individually. And don't let those young faces fool you.
Students are always scheming. Keep them on defense; it's the
best offense. Let me know when you have the names." He
jammed out his cigar and dismissed Paul with a nod.
Paul hurried upstairs to his room. He was too agonized to
protest longer. What he had feared most was happening. His
intervention into disciplinary matters. For four months, since
becoming dorm proctor, he had avoided, shifted, neglected,
9

disciplinary actions. Now it was being pushed on him against
his will. He swallowed two tranquilizers, grabbed a coat, and
left the building.
For the next five hours in the quiet of the College Inn Paul
fought with his problem. There seemed no possible way out. He
would have to take a stand against the boys. It was not the
safety or involvement of the students that he feared, but rather
the consequences of what would happen once it was known he
had put the finger on the Phantoms.
However, while Paul sat at the bar the real threat to his
security (unknown to him) had already begun to form in the
second floor of the freshman dorm he had abandoned: Bill
Vicars, medical student and undisputed leader of the Phantoms,
had been since seven o'clock that evening recruiting members
for the latest and biggest attack on the common enemy of the
freshman students: Freddy Longshaw.
Bill Vicar's personal feud with Longshaw had begun earlier
that semester when Freddy primed him out of bed, with a half
glass of water, to make the twelve o'clock Mass.
Vicars, groggy with sleep, had sprung from the bed, thrown
a wide, round-house left hand that caught air before Freddy's
startled eyes. Falling away Freddy escaped through the door
into the safety of his own room across the hall as Vicars hotly
pursued.
"What the hell you do in', Longshaw?" Bill shouted after
him.
Doors opened on the floor and students stepped out to see
the commotion. Several wandered down to get the story.
"I was stone dead ... a hangover from last night, when . ..
whammy ... right in my goddam face a glass of water." Vicars
glanced at his audience. "I could have killed him." He stepped
forward and banged at Freddy's door. "You hear me, Longshaw? Don't go pullin' that stuff with me again . . . understand?" Silence answered him and standing dumbly a few
minutes longer staring at the door he turned around and
waddled back barefoot into his room, slammed the door, and
flopped into bed.
In the sanctuary of his room Fred Longshaw contemplated
the outbreak. This sudden and unexpected act of violence had
left him momentarily tense. He eased into a chair and enjoyed
the quiet.
Freddy Longshaw, a seventeen-year-old Latin major, was
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slightly built. His face, pear shaped and sad, floated always
through a half dozen agonizing expressions. A long stiff neck
connected it rigidly to a fragile body. For the past four months
he had been a piercing thorn to the peace of the freshmen. It
was his self-imposed habit to roam the halls on Sunday morning
hunting students who had overslept or intended to miss Mass.
"You're Catholic aren't you?" He would declare standing
firmly behind his dogma when they cursed him for waking them.
Grumbling they would roll from bed, start to dress, as Freddy,
satisfied, watched.
This morning, however, it had been different. Faced with
his first serious opposition a wave of excitement stimulated his
delicate body. Finally he was to have his first challenge-a
chance to exercise his religion; to bring a soul back to God.
He visualized himself a champion of the Faith and gloried in
a hundred daydream acts of suffering.
Bill Vicars' loose fitting slippers slapped against the tile
floor with urgent impatience as he hurried from room to room
explaining his plan. The attack against Longshaw, which
swept favorably through the hall, was to take place at eleven
that night when Freddy came back from saying the rosary in
the dormitory's chapel.
Time clicked slowly around to ten o'clock as the Phantoms
waited. Longshaw, unaware of any danger, picked up his
rosary and left his room. Vicars, camped in his dark room across
the hall, restrained a temptation to peep into the hall.
Outside on the walk Father O'Donnell, coming back to the
dorm after an Army Reserve meeting, glanced at the dark
windows of the second floor. Thinking Darnell had already
begun clamping down on the students he smiled and went
into his room.
Two blocks away at the height of this activity Darnell ordered another round. The problem of the afternoon still stirred
unresolved in his mind. The beer had left him both tired and
sick. Gushes of self-pity washed through him. He had come
to the sad conclusion he was everyone's victim. The thought
brought him some comfort.
Yet his immediate problem centered on Father O'Donnell
and the Phantoms. He would have to supply the names. What
plagued him was that it was not his fault. Hadn't he left them
all alone? It was not fair! He remembered bitterly how he had
pleaded with Vicars to stop the raids.
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"What are you after?" Darnell had asked sneaking down
to Vicars' room one night.
"Who said I'm a Phantom, Darnell?" Vicars, already in
bed, sat up and lit a cigarette. "Where do you get all these
ideas? Is that what you've been doing in that room with the
door locked?"
"Cut it! Do you understand I want this midnight crap
stopped!"
"Listen, Darnell, if you tell me what you're doing in your
room with the door locked, I'll tell you who the Phantoms are.
A deal?"
Paul thought a moment of how it would feel to jump forward and slap the hell out of Vicars. He watched him move an
arm over his eyes noticing the muscles flex under his tee
shirt.
"All right, Vicars, I've warned you. I'm not responsible
for what happens, remember that." Then, helpless, he barged
from the room.
The beer was sour on Paul's lips. It was now ten fifteen. He
would have to leave. Lights Out was in another fifteen minutes.
Stumbling off the stool he grabbed his coat, worked it onto his
shoulders, and stepped outside. The sudden cold of the winter
night slapped his face. Turning against it he started up the
hill toward the college. His mind whirling with a hundred
disarranged and confused thoughts. Hadn't he told Freddy to
quit hanging the pictures, he mumbled into the hostile air.
"Why do you bring me those pictures?" he had asked
Freddy. "It's not my fault."
"You're proctor."
"What's with you, Longshaw?"
"What do you mean?"
"Why do you post those pictures?"
"I have my reasons."
"And waking guys for Mass?"
"They have an obligation."
"That's their problem."
"I'm just practicing my faith, that's all."
"Then practice it alone. You've caused me nothing but
trouble since the year started."
"I haven't bothered you."
"The hell you haven't. Everytime there's a disturbance in
this hall I have to answer to O'Donnell."
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"Father O'Donnell?"
"Don't wise off! Now get this straight, I don't want you
bringing me anymore of those pictures, do you understand?"
"Why?"
"Because, Longshaw, I don't want to be bothered; I just
don't want to be bothered!"
"You mean you're afraid ... afraid of the Phantoms."
Paul stared at the figure standing tensely in the doorway
of his room. He searched the pale face for a glimpse of weakness.
"No, Longshaw, I'm not afraid. You're the one who's afraid
of something . . . I don't know what . . . the Phantoms . . .
yourself ... me. And that's why I can't be bothered with you.
Do you hear?"
"You hate me, don't you?" Freddy asked quietly.
"No, I don't hate you. Now get the hell out of my room."
Freddy Longshaw did not return to his room after saying
the rosary. Instead he came up from the chapel, turned into the
first floor hall, and knocked softly on Father O'Donnell's door.
"Who is it?"
"Fred Longshaw, Father, do you have a minute?"
The door opened and Father's big frame filled the lighted
entrance.
"Come in, Fred."
"Is there anything I can do for you, Fred?" Father asked
after they had sat down.
"No, Father ... it's just that I have some information for
you."
"What's that?"
"About the Phantoms."
"Oh, you won't have to worry about them any longer. Darnell's going to supply me the names of the ringleaders. I'll
clean up that mess."
Longshaw watched Father a moment and then said.
"Father, I think Darnell has been fooling you. He's one
of the leaders ... Vicars is the other."
Longshaw's indictment surprised O'Donnell. He slowly unwrapped a cigar and studied the passive looking boy.
"Are you sure, Fred?"
Longshaw nodded.
"I've overheard them plotting, Father. They want me out
of the dormitory."
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"This is a serious matter, Fred. Do you have any proof?"
"I've seen Darnell sneaking down to Vicars' room after
Lights Out, Father."
Father wiped his face with a large handkerchief and tried to
gain a perspective on the issue. He reviewed Darnell's recent
statement searching for a conflict of interests. The boy could
be lying. This was a new problem for him. He could handle
the trouble-makers, the students coming in drunk, or getting
involved with girls, but this was different.
"There really isn't much to go on, Fred. Let's sleep on this
and tomorrow we'll have a meeting. I don't want things to
get out of order."
"I wouldn't waste too much time, Father," Freddy answered,
standing up. "You should act before there's more trouble."
"There won't be any trouble, Fred, you can count on me."
"Would it be all right then if I slept down here on the
first floor tonight? I'm expecting trouble in my room. I think
they're out to get me again tonight."
Annoyed at Freddy's attitude, Father pulled a key from
his desk and handed it to Long shaw.
"You can sleep in 112."
Freddy, smiling faintly, took the key and said goodnight.
Father watched him leave realizing that he did not like that boy.
Paul Darnell entered the dormitory and climbed clumsily
up to the second floor. Under the exit light at the landing he
leaned against the doorway waiting for his head to clear and
debated whether to see Freddy Longshaw.
There was something he had to tell Longshaw. Something
in the isolated and cold night he had finally admitted to himself. It was the realization that he was afraid. Afraid of all
those who opposed him . He knew he would have to give up his
proctor's position, but before he did he wanted Longshaw to
know it wasn't because of him. He did not want Longshaw to
gain any satisfaction out of his resignation.
In Longshaw he saw something worse than his own cowardice, something worse than the pranks of the Phantoms. He
saw in Longshaw the corrupting force lurking behind the
facade of religion.
Paul gathered himself together and started down the hall
toward Freddy's door. He did not bother to knock, but using
his pass-key opened the door and stepped inside. The room
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was empty. He closed the door and sitting down on the bed
waited for Freddy to return.
Across the hall Bill Vicars waited anxiously. He had heard
Freddy's door open and close. Waiting ten more nervous minutes he then stepped into the hall and listened at Longshaw's
door.
Inside, a steady, heavy sound of breathing filled the silence.
Vicars signalled for the Phantoms. Quickly they tied the door
shut with a rope and taped the slit between the door and floor.
Then pulling the fire hose off the wall they dropped the nozzle
into the mail slot and turned on the water. A steady stream of
water poured into Longshaw's room. On the bed Darnell slept
peacefully. Outside in the hall the Phantoms shambled back
to their rooms.
Paul slept for three hours before the annoying sound of
running water woke him. He blinked his eyes open in the
dark room. His mind whirled with dizziness. Moving his right
foot across the bed he dropped it to the floor. The splash of
water against his stockinged foot drew him fully awake. He stood
up and stared down at the water. Over an inch deep it slapped
against his feet.
Darnell waded to the door. When it wouldn't open he banged
against it and shouted for help.
Vicars, wide awake across the hall, listened to the commotion. The shouting voice was not yet distinct; he strained
to hear what was being said. Then it was not Longshaw's
voice he heard, but Darnell's. He jumped up and hurried into
the hall. Darnell's voice loud, frightened, belligerent, called
from behind the door. He couldn't understand how Darnell
had been caught in Longshaw's room. Quickly he cut the rope
that held the door and jumped back into the safety of his room.
Darnell jerked the door open and blurted into the hall,
his feet wrapped in the escaping tide. He stood in the hall
for a moment and then started toward the stairway, his walk
faltering from drunkenness and cloudy with sleep.
At the stairway his stomach heaved from the abuse of beer
and nerves. He reached to secure himself. His hand, reaching for
the railing, missed; his feet, wet and slick from the tide of
water, slipped on the concrete, and Paul Darnell fell forward ,
graceful as a stuffed animal, into a crashing heap at the bottom
of the stairs.
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Inner Circle

The rigid ruse of calmness,
The specious nonchalance:
Fingers touch- then faults of stress
Cleave the secret vaults.
Aloneness darkly lurking
Behind distracting words:
Eyes entwine- the golden ring
Slips on dreams now bold.
The caution thus forgotten,
So dies the subterfuge:
Part the lips ... love, we have been
Desecrated free.

SAM PIPE, JR .
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A Measure of Mist

Our secret world of wonder lies
In a crevice of the bold cement
That melts one measured moment to the next.
This is the world in which we met.
And on each return, we meet there yet.
Together, there, we run
Through a mellow, cotton mist,
And listen to the smooth of things,
And joy in touching quiet things.
And
And
And
And

much we, there, behold of rich,
color pitched to touch the sense.
in the air it smells of deep.
rest is there, but never sleep.

And often there's a nothing space,
That beckons to become a form.
An open place, where we may mold
A something from the feel of warm.
This is the world in which we met.
And on each return, we meet there yet.
And simply visit with a sigh.
Simply glad of you and I.

MARGO GRAHN
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Zarathustra Geht Nach Jerusalem

ROBERT PARKS

An inquiry into the elements of the Nietzschean Uberman
in Leon Uris' Exodus.
If history has a single quality which dominates all others,
it is irony. Great states are felled by internal decay, a dynasty
will fall for want of a nail, and conquered peoples swallow their
captors. But perhaps the greatest of all ironies is the emergence
of a philosophy, once distorted and misrepresented as a
rationale for genocide, as a justification for the former victim's
actions in the modern world. It is not without reason, therefore,
that Arnold Toynbee accuses Israel of replacing Buchenwald
and Dachau with the Gaza Strip, for the logical and ethical
implications are much the same. Nor is it unprophetic that
Nietzsche once wrote to a friend of having all anti-Semites shot,
because that is a possibility in the modern Middle East.
Leon Uris, who rose to prominence in popular fiction with
Battle Cry, has given full vent to his ardent pro-Jewish sentiments in his recent work, Exodus.
Perhaps the most striking feature of this piece of quasihistorical fiction, outside of its remarkable length, is the
resemblance of its heros and their rationale to the ideal of the
Nietzschean Overman.* In the interest of brevity, it will be
possible to examine only a few of these elements. Yet, they
remain in much greater depth than is conceivable to the common
mind; perhaps in greater depth than Uris consciously desired.

* NOTE : Overman is the literal translation of the term Uberman,

which became Shaw's "Superman," and the Nazi "Master
Race."
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The Nietzschean Overman is a superior form of existence,
the logical consequence of human evolution. His superiority,
rather than physiological, is manifest in his state of mind, which
is reached by self examination. He is man divested of the
inhibitions of Western institutions in the Christian Era in
thought and morality, i.e., slave morality. He is beyond the
bounds of the laws which bind mere man, answerable only to
himself. His only crime is to make a mistake, because mistakes
are human, and make him answerable to the laws of men. He
is beyond the concepts of Good and Evil, and his actions are
never fettered by them. His only sin is pity, because pity is a
quality of man, a weakness which must be overcome. Above
all, he is an individual, loyal only to his own kind, and dedicated to knowing himself and his world through experience;
his justification for existence is existence. He is in no way
answerable to the society of man.
If these are the elements of the Overman, and the list is
by no means exhaustive, how do they appear in Exodus? For
the greatest part, they appear in the character of the heros
portrayed, and in the totally personal justification, or total
lack of social justification for their actions.
To begin with, these people are a select or elite group.
Not only are they God's chosen people, but the forces of
two thousand years' persecution have eliminated the weak and
timid. Finally, the persecution of the Nazi's hammered the
crude iron into tempered steel. The weak have perished, and
only the strong survive. They consist mainly of two elements,
the young and resourceful, who by luck and their wits managed
to escape the gas chambers, and the brilliant, dedicated survivors of the Zionist movement. Like Zarathustra descending
from his mountain fastness , they step forward from isolation
in the wilderness of Nazi Europe to establish themselves and
their new-found Weltanschauung in the community of man.
They have a single goal: to reestablish the homeland of
their fathers in the name of their own kind. It does not matter
that this land is already populated by their semitic brothers,
whose claims go back over two thousand years longer, than
the original Hebrew occupation. These Johnny-come-latelys
are on the soil of the Jewish homeland-foreigners and intruders-and deserve no more consideration than the Jew's warrior
ancestors gave the first recorded inhabitants of the land, the
Philistines. Moreover, the Jews have justification in their
19

superior utilization of the soil. They can make Zion bloom,
and so can take it; quite like the coming Overman's confiscation
of the earth from the herd of the mottled cows.

*

*

*

*

Perhaps the strongest indication of the prevalence of the
Overman philosophy is the constant contempt of the Jews for
the laws, customs, morality, and ethics of Western man. The
British Mandate in Palestine was the legal creation of a duly
constituted authority, the League of Nations, and its existence
was confirmed by the United Nations; the Jews were an illegal
revolutionary government without any legal sanction. It was
Britain's assigned duty to administer protection and guidance
to these lands and their peoples. However, from the Jewish
point of view, the British were outsiders to be banished from
the land. In the name of their own existence, they felt no guilt
or hesitation to smuggle, run guns, import illegal aliens, and
kill or maim the innocent British soldiers who were tools of
international policy. Like Zarathustra, pity, the human weakness, is their greatest sin.
Above and beyond these essentially mild political actions,
however, lies another, more serious commitment, the endorsement of terrorism. Terrorism is the calculated use of force,
sabotage, and murder by secret agents to gain political ends by
the immobilization of opposing forces through fear. It is beyond
the sanction of Western legal tradition, but the laws of man do
not concern the Overman.
While Exodus is filled with verbal condemnations of terrorism, the actions of the heros speak louder than their words.
Moreover, most of the verbal condemnations of terrorism are in
terms of political expediency, rather than in respect for human
rights and ethical politics, which are meaningless slave morality
for the Overman. Finally, this endorsement of terrorism assumes its greatest Nietzschean overtones when the terrorist
leader dies in an escape attempt, vindicated. Uris, like Zarathustra with the fallen tight rope walker, seems to be telling
man that living dangerously is man's greatest experience.
Besides these violations of civilized action, there is also the
callous disregard for the consequences of their actions on
others in the world political arena. These people could have
acquired virgin land in many parts of the British Empire, without tl].e political consequences caused by their intrusion into
the Arab world; but they would not. Even though their pres-
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ence was detestable to the Arab world, they came. And, because of their creation as a nation, the Western commitment
to the protection of small nations resulted in a violent clash
with Arab nationalism and Arab sensitivities. This clash drove
the Arabs, along with their oil, the Suez, and the great land
link of Europe, Africa, and Asia, toward the Soviet bloc. It
almost goes without saying that the world balance of power
and present threats to Western survival would not be as
strongly against the West as they are, if Israel had not been
created. It should also be pointed out that any astute, objective
political observer could have forseen the consequences of the
creation of Israel, because even Uris points out the British
comprehension of the Jewish problem in terms of Arab nationalism. Since the Overman is totally unconcerned with the consequences of his actions on mere man, however, it is easy to
understand the lack of regard of the Jews for the result of
their schemes on Western survival.
This is a part of the picture that Exodus presents, the
Overman in his raw, elemental form . He is beyond good and
evil, he is beyond the laws, customs, morality, and ethics which
regulate and maintain the civilized community of Western Man.

*

*

*

*

Thou shall not kill, thou shall not steal, fell in the struggle.
The Law and the Prophets are the heart of Judaism as a religion, and the Law is dead. In its place are Nietzschean ideals
and intense nationalism, the keystones of the Nazi creed. Jewish, a term used for centuries to designate a religious group,
until the Nazi's designated it a race for political purposes, has
suddenly become a term for race instead of religion in the
minds of its members. Again we can see the transportation of
a philosophy from a master to a rebel servant.
Thus, in Exodus, we see a suppressed people reemerge
transformed-to the shape of their former masters. Historical
irony, in its sharpest form, at least as Uris pictures it.
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Rhodora

I ride my gelding through
The dock of the day.
I ride, perhaps double,
Through oak scrub and blow-sand.
Behind, Indian legged,
I know, is Rhodora.
One hand on the cantle,
One free to touch me
With spurs of a memory:
I ride my stud through
The crest of the day.
I ride in a ring of
White fencing and tanbark,
Around and around,
Confined in a circle.
My stud is a show-horse,
Tail-set and gingered,
With high, weighted action.
H e's wire-eared, proud headed,
Brilliant in motion,
All for Rhodora.
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I watch a mare in
The girth of the day,
Beyond a fence, in my
N eighbor's spring meadow.
The first time I saw her
I judged her at Halter;
To me she will always
Be Blue and then Purple.
I watch her in sadness,
For she is not mine,
Although she owns me.
She comes to the fence,
And puts her head over;
I stroke her lightly,
And call her Rhodora,
I ride my gelding through
The dock of the day.
I ride alone, through
Oak scrub and blow-sand.
M y using-horse is plain,
But strong-going, honest.
H e' ll carry m e we1l through
Dry leaves' nagging murmur,
Where is Rhodora?

CLIFTO N SCHELHAS
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Surely Now Must Rain
I stood a victor upon the battle ground,
a strip of earth that circled 'round
the relentless heat of day.
I stood there in sweat-wet shirt
with war-sword dragging in the dirt
and wished the sun away.
I stood there while the noon-flies buzzed,
and watched the filtering light
return the dust to earth
Stood and watched and thought that surely now must rain.
Looked skywards, wondered anew at the heat,
Watched, thought, anything but the ground at my feet.
Eyes half-closed, I squatted there
to strip the spoils of victory;
My hands slipped at their unseen task,
and I wiped the warmness on my knee,
knowing it but not thinking.
I rose and looked into the face
of one who'd had no face before;
Looked into his face
and thought but fleetingly of war.
Looked and turned and thought that surely now must rain.

D. H. GRAFF
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Creation
DOROTHY GRAFF

Is it not beautiful, child? Is it not one of the most beautiful
things you've seen? But see here, is not this beautiful also? How
can it be, child, that this thing and that thing are unalike, yet
both are beautiful alike? Yes, little one, you are learning.
Beauty can be in all things . Now, do you not feel this beauty
as well as see it? In fact, do you not feel the beauty before you
are yet aware that what you see is beauty-before you see if
it is melodious or harsh, of form or chaos, and so then beauteous
or ugly? Is it a quickening of the heart, a catching of the
breath, or perhaps the disturbance of some order, which tells
you, "This is beauty," even when others say, "This is not
beauty." Say this beauty for me then, child. Say this beauty
that you feel rather than see.
"So soft, so still the snow-Cover me lightly. Your kisses
are wet, my skin is warm, and I will lie down and sleep."
"So strong, so wild the wind-Lash out, for you cannot be
lashed; chase, for you cannot be caught; caress, for you cannot
be embraced. Lonely wind, be still and be cherished, for none
can follow you."
"So weak, so futile the sea-That which you clutch, you
can never have. That which you take, you must always leave.
What you've seen is never heard, because what you speak is
never 'Man'."
"So lucky, so wise, old man-You're alone but never lonely,
bent but not aged, ragged but not poor. I envy you, old man,
for your young heart when others are old, for finding what
others cannot see and will never find."
"What magic spell, the music-You cannot leave me, for
you are the tongue of my soul. Soar into glorious realms of
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abandon and I am excited. Sink to the depths of sombreness
and I am melancholy. Are there ears to hear my voice?"
"So warm, so vibrant, Spring-Yes, I am awake. I was
never really sleeping."
You say it is beautiful? You say it is torment, yet ecstacy?
You say, child, that you can not say what it is? Your head
whirls with thoughts that gleam, then hide, then burn with
passions you cannot explain? Tell me, child, is your heart full,
is it swelling and throbbing until you think you cannot stand the
glad pain that holds and moves every part of you? Then breathe,
child, and write before the pain is spent, for you are blessedyou are a creator.
Yes, child, it is beautiful. Flowers are always beautiful.
God has made all beautiful things. See, such lovely colors. Is not
pink a beautiful color? I believe pink is the most beautiful color
of all. What? Is the worm beautiful? Oh, gracious no, child, such
a fat and ugly worm that is! No, don't touch it, it is dirty! Come
away, now-are not these yellow flowers beautiful? And those
little brown birds hopping around, are they not pretty? But
child, why not? But-oh, hurry, it is raining! No, child, you
can't stay out in the rain-it's nasty and wet ...
"God, is it cold! One more stalled engine, and I swear I'm
going to Florida! Geez, I hate to get into that cold bed!"
"Oh no, there it goes again! Hurry, boy, you'll never catch
it! Now, look at my hair! No, you can't fly your kite today. Just
hurry! Let's get out of this wind!"
"Don't get too close, you'll get your feet wet! What? I can't
hear you! What? Let's get out of here so I can hear myself
think. I can't stand all this noise!"
"All right, Pops, all right. I'll talk to you later. Geez, what
a kook!-always hangin' around and yakkin' about somethin'
don't make sense. I mean, 'spose the ol' bum's quite right? Man,
what a pest!"
"I just can't stand this longhair stuff. Those crazy guys are
all but falling off of their chairs one minute and the next
minute they're playing some damn dirge and forgettin' there's
anyone else around. Give me Ricky Nelson, any day. Now,
there's someone I'd listen to!"
" 'In Spring, a young man's fancy .. .' Man, am I sleepy!
'Oh, the birds and the bees and the cigarette trees ... ' Ho-hum,
think I'll take a nap. I hate to work on a day like this!"
You say it is nothing, child? You say there is something
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you've yet to see, that those things which impassion and move
and quench are not about you? You're leaving, child, to search
for them? Move on then, old man, and linger not even to write,
for you are cursed of ever-moving, never-moving life.

A Dream of Spain
Up early, out of a dream
of tall perplexing women.
Warm on the Terrace, with sun
staining the clumsy town .
Spanish, in children's voices,
and olive trees and sea
fasten the day down
and tell me where I am.
A cock crows my alarm.
Turkeys cluck in the rubble.
The children, drowsed and warm,
trail to the breakfast table,
to grapes and figs in season.
The dream dies down,
and I wonder in the sun
what to make of the morning.

EDNA BAILEY
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Romance

That cat I killed last night
(The aftermath of rage spent on you )
Lay stiff, cast off,
When I hastened back to you.
It thought the journey safe ;
My fierce beam
Caught it starry eyed
Captured with the light.

The act was quick and sudden;
Painless was my wake.
How unlike this kind deed
Is our romance.
We bite and tear
As love unwinds to lust.
Dragging our wants
Through alleys of guilt,
We'll bear our hate
In silent stares.
Towards this cruel culmination
We cart our long affair.

JOHN COYNE

28

Reflections at a College Bar

Amidst the chit chit, and the chatter,
The single cymbal, and the clatter,
We made the scene.
Amidst the lazy, stifling smoke,
And the hungry wants of life,
We saw the light :
We saw a bright eyed child
Hasten back from john to John.
Knowing she'd never guess his calculated look.
We saw a bearded one playing pool.
Satisfied with little billiards
He'd never comprehend what lies,
U nracked beyond this green.
While in the rear
Two huddle deep in thoughts
More ardent than any art.
They, too, don't know, or care,
And that's the pity.
For this once and perfect time flies always
From them in the night.

JOHN COYNE
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The Sandbag Enemy

men
this bayonet was meant for one thing
to kill the enemy with
and we will teach you to kill
just plunge the cold steel into the stomach
and rip up with the bayonet
until it hits the breast bone
and cuts into the heart
when he falls
smash his head with the rifle butt
i crawled thru the red clay mud
and into the red clay trench
pulled the pin from the practice grenade
and lobbed it at the enemy
then i leaped screaming
from the red clay trench
and charged the sandbag enemy
and plunged and ripped
with the cold cold steel
and my mind vomited

MAX STEELE
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